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Although,  more  than  once  in  this  little  book,  I have  referred 
to  the  reception  which  awaits  it  on  the  part  of  many — a 
reception  which  will  only  vary  as  surprise  or  annoyance,  dislike 
or  pity,  may  predominate — it  may  be  useful  to  say  here,  and  at 
once,  that  I quite  understand,  and  shall  neither  wonder  nor 
complain.  All  I ask  is — patience. 

The  people  who  will  most  dislike  the  book  will  be  the  very 
people  who,  in  all  other  respects,  are  nearest  to  me — whose 
tastes  and  feelings,  I mean,  are  mine.  That  is  a comfort  to  me. 
Perhaps  they  will,  at  least,  be  able  to  measure  what  it  has  cost 
me  to  leave  for  a time  the  region  of  idealism  where  it  is  so  easy 
to  be  “dignified,”  that  I might  be  simply  honest  in  this  region 
■of  the  real  where  it  is  so  easy  to  appear  ridiculous.  Perhaps 
we  need  the  lesson.  But  if  the  facts  are  as  I say,  I had  no 
choice.  What  if  once  more  God  has  “ hidden  these  things  from 
the  wise  and  prudent,  and  revealed  them  unto  babes  ” ? 

J.  P.  H. 


I LOVED  HIM,  AND  LOVE  HIM  FOE  EVER: 
DEAD  BUT  ALIVE. 


THE  DEAD  ARE  NOT 
— Tennyson. 
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DEATH  A DELUSION: 


WITH  AN  ACCOUNT  OF 

SOME  PERSONAL  EXPERIENCES  ON  THE  BORDERLAND 
BETWEEN  SENSE  AND  SOUL. 


I. 

For  twenty  years  and  more,  I have  been  asked  to  write 
my  experiences  in  relation  to  Spirit-Communion.  Instead 
of  complying,  I chose  rather  to  bear,  in  other  and  varying 
ways,  my  testimony  to  the  truth  that  is  at  the  heart  of  it : 
and  now  I comply  because  the  hour  has  manifestly  come. 

“ The  hour  has  manifestly  come  ” ; but,  even  now,  the 
great  majority  will  not  understand  : and  many  who  under- 
stand will  not  be  prepared ; and  there  will  be  dangers. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  subject  is  so  vividly  “ in  the  air,” 
and  the  need  for  evidence  or  testimony  is  so  great,  that  it 
would  almost  be  a crime  to  keep  back  even  the  feeblest  ray 
of  light.  At  the  same  time,  I think  that  they  who  embark 
on  this  undertaking,  in  the  hope  of  at  once  convincing 
the  world,  will  suffer  disappointment.  The  world  is  more 
encased  in  animalism  than  most  of  us  seem  to  imagine. 

By  “ animalism,”  however,  I do  not  mean  sensuality 
or  brutality  : I only  mean  the  being  absorbed  in  external 
things  ; and  many  who  seem  to  be  and  realty  are,  in  a 
way,  refined,  are  so  absorbed.  These  will  be,  not  so  much 
unbelieving  as  unreceptive  : and  they  will  be  careless,  or 
worried,  or  vexed,  or  satirical,  or  scornful,  according  to 
temperament  or  circumstances. 


II. 

But  the  barrier  to  belief  will  not  only  be  what  I have 
called  “ animalism.”  A serious  difficulty  will  be  found  in 
the  very  general  absence  of  any  real  apprehension  of  what 
immortality  means.  The  grotesque  belief  in  the  resurrec- 
tion of  the  body,  the  conventional  shrinking  from  a spirit 
as  a mere  spectre,  the  vague  and  sentimental  talk  about 
Heaven,  the  habitual  and  utter  exclusion  of  “ the 
departed  ” from  all  earthly  affairs,  the  association  of  every- 
thing deplorable  and  dreadful  with  death,  all  indicate 
what  is  the  actual  state  of  the  average  conventional  mind 
in  regard  to  this  subject.  Multitudes  of  devout  Christian 
people,  who  imagine  they  believe  in  a life  beyond  the 
grave,  have  yet  to  realise  it ; and  they  will  never  have 
realised  it  until  they  can  bear  to  be  told,  for  instance, 
that  a so-called  “ dead  ” man  may  go  and  look  at  his  tomb- 
stone, and  laugh  or  be  vexed  at  the  nonsense  written  there. 

Those  last  words  indicate,  with  intentional  bluntness, 
what  I mean  by  “ Death  a Delusion.”  I entirely  agree 
with  William  Howitt  who,  on  being  asked,  “ How  can  the 
dead  return  ? ” replied,  “ You  have  first  to  prove  that  they 
have  gone  away.”  By  that  he,  of  course,  did  not  mean 
that  the  so-called  dead  are  bound  to  this  earth.  He  only 
meant  to  strongly  protest  against  the  arbitrary  assumption 
that  death  necessarily  means  disappearance  : and,  as  I say, 
I entirely  agree  with  him.  Think  of  a future  life,  as  I 
will,  I cannot  get  away  from  the  conclusion  that  it  is 
either  a delusion  or  such  a reality  as  entitles  us  to  say, 
“ There  is  no  death.”  A future  life  means  persistence  of 
life ; and  persistence  of  lifej  means  that  the  spirit-self 
remains,  as  a conscious  living  self,  when  it  sheds  the 
“ muddy  vesture  of  decay.”  The  emancipated  spirit-self 
sees,  hears,  remembers,  desires,  loves,  reflects,  rejoices, 
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sorrows,  just  as  it  did,  only  with  quickened  because 
emancipated  powers ; and  it  knows  that  death  is  a 
delusion.  It  may  linger  here,  or  soon  pass  on  to  the 
inner  spheres  ; but,  in  any  case,  it  lives  and  is  nearer  the 
subtile  vital  forces  which  we  with  difficulty  reach  and 
control. 

Such  a being,  acting  from  the  unseen  upon  the  sphere 
of  what  is,  to  us,  the  seen,  might,  under  certain  conditions, 
be  able  to  work  what  we  should  call  miracles.  Easily 
commanding,  at  first  hand,  so  to  speak,  the  electrical  and 
kindred  forces,  it  might  be  able  to  so  act  upon  what  we 
call  matter,  and  so  operate  upon  the  mind,  through 
suggestion  and  by  means  of  the  imagination,  as  to 
demonstrate  its  presence.  And  this  is  precisely  what 
millions  say  is  done. 


III. 

It  may  here  be  as  well  to  explicitly  set  forth  what  are 
the  phenomena  or  evidences  that  are  relied  upon  by  those 
who  believe  in  spirit-communion  : and,  in  doing  so,  I 
quote  words  of  my  own,  published  many  years  ago 

Upon  what,  then,  do  these  Spiritualists  depend  for  their 
belief  ? or,  rather,  what  do  they  say  they  know  ? They  tell  us 
it  is  a fact  within  their  frequent  experience  that  men,  women, 
and  children,  when  out  of  the  flesh,  retain  all  the  characteristics 
of  personality,  and  that  under  certain  conditions  they  can  so 
control  material  substances  and  persons  as  to  make  their 
presence  known.  This  they  accomplish  in  various  ways. 

They  move  ponderous  bodies,  often  with  the  greatest 
possible  ease,  and  in  the  light.  These  bodies  they  cause  to 
produce  what  may  be  called  intelligent  movements,  by  which 
answers  to  questions  are  given,  or  information  imparted,  some- 
times of  a remarkable  nature.  In  many  cases  the  information 
thus  given  is  “news”  to  all  present,  and  is  afterwards  found 
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to  be  correct  : in  other  cases  the  information  is  found  to  be 
untrue. 

They  produce  sounds  upon  material  substances,  and  in  this 
way  reply  to  questions  or  impart  information.  These  sounds, 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  persons  tell  us,  are  of  daily  occur- 
rence, and  are  enjoyed  by  home  circles  in  every  rank  of  life. 
Those  who  are  accustomed  to  them  do  not  think  them  ‘ ‘ low  ” 
or  “undignified,”  but  regard  them  in  the  light  of  a useful 
and  convenient  telegraph. 

They  entrance  certain  persons,  and  use  them,  when  un- 
conscious, to  write,  paint,  or  speak,  sometimes  in  a manner 
altogether  impossible  to  the  medium  in  the  waking  state.  In 
the  trance,  foreign  languages  are  sometimes  spoken  or  written, 
not  a word  of  which  is  known  by  the  medium.  They  control 
the  arm  and  hand  of  others  in  their  normal  state,  through 
whom  messages  are  written,  often  containing  matters  of  fact 
utterly  unknown  to  the  persons  used,  or  even  opposed  to  their 
opinion.  They  make  themselves  visible  to  seers,  so  that  they 
can  be  accurately  described  to  friends.  They  can  also  produce 
pictures  or  scenes  in  order  to  make  their  identification  more 
certain.  They  make  themselves  visible  to  all  in  the  circle,  and 
in  many  ways  prove  that  they  are  real  beings,  though  the 
material  forms  they  create  at  such  times  only  last  for  a limited 
period.  They  convey  material  substances  from  place  to  place, 
often  before  the  eyes  of  onlookers,  or  under  conditions  that 
make  deception  impossible.  In  these  and  various  other  ways 
they  are  said  to  make  their  presence  known  to  their  friends 
and  to  strangers,  and  that  without  the  intervention  of 
“experts”  from  without;  so  that  many  thousands  of  families 
quietly  live  in  the  enjoyment  of  spirit-communion  as  one  of  the 
certain  facts  of  their  daily  life. 

IY. 

I know  perfectly  well  that  all  this  will  be,  by  many, 
regarded  as  grossly  unspiritual  or  as  grossly  absurd  ; and 
that,  curiously  enough,  the  evidence  itself  will  be  a 
stumbling-block.  The  average  mind  or  imagination,  al- 
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though  its  apprehension  of  immortality  is  so  hazy,  has 
associated  with  the  unseen  everything  that  is  stupendous, 
awful,  or  glorious ; and  it  receives  a painful  shock  when 
the  evidence  comes  in  the  guise  of  a moving  table,  or  a 
telegraphic  rap,  or  a scrawl  on  a slate,  or  the  scribbles  of 
“passive  writing,”  or  the  chatter  of  a “trance-medium.” 
“Surely,”  it  is  said,  “the  saints  in  heaven  have  some- 
thing better  to  do  than  this  ! ” Ah  me  ! we  talk  of 
“ saints  ” when  we  ought  to  talk  of  “mother,”  “father,” 
“husband,”  “wife”  and  “child”;  and  we  think  of 
“ heaven  ” as  too  far  away.  As  for  these  despised  move- 
ments and  sounds  and  sctawls  and  messages,  would  it  not 
be  as  well  to  consider  what  other  avenues  are  open  to  the 
unseen  beings,  if  they  are  here,  and  whether  it  is  not  our 
grossness  and  not  their  frivolity  which  is  responsible  for 
these  poor  modes  ? Nay,  would  it  not  also  be  well  for  us 
to  consider  whether,  after  all,  the  vulgarity  and  poverty 
may  not  be  in  us  ? To  great  souls,  nothing  is  really 
small, — the  click  of  the  telegraphic  needle,  the  vapour  of 
a test-tube,  the  flying  of  a kite,  the  behaviour  of  tiny 
electric  sparks,  the  movements  of  an  earth-worm  ; for,  by 
these  little  humble  doors,  before  which  the  great  observers 
have  to  become  as  little  children,  we  enter  the  scientific 
kingdom  of  heaven : and  surely,  if  we  can  look  with  re- 
spect and.  even  awe  upon  a Huxley  bending  with  eager 
anxiety  over  specks  of  jelly,  to  find  in  them,  at  the  physical 
end,  the  life-stuff,  the  protoplasm,  from  which  all  forms  of 
life  have  come,  we  may  watch  without  ridicule  the  signs  of 
intelligence  and  meaning  in  the  signals  that  come  from 
that  other  end  whither  the  higher  forms  of  life  seem  to  go. 
Huxley’s  solemn  dabbling  with  his  jelly-specks  leads,  they 
say,  all  the  way  from  the  mollusk  to  the  man.  What  if 
the  scrawls  in  the  Transactions  of  the  Psychical  Research 
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Society  and  the  “ solemn  fooling  ” of  the  stance-room 
legitimately  lead  all  the  way  from  a living  angel  to  a dying 
child  ? 

Y. 

At  this  point,  it  may  be  as  well  to  say  that,  on  the 
whole,  I prefer  not  to  be  called  a “ Spiritualist,”  partly 
because  I avoid  all  labels,  whenever  it  is  at  all  possible, 
partly  because  this  label,  at  present,  is  rather  limiting, 
and  partly  because,  as  a matter  of  fact,  I have  for  a very 
long  time  ceased  to  experiment.  At  the  same  time,  I 
think  we  are  immensely  indebted  to  Spiritualists.  In 
season  and  out  of  season,  under  the  fire  of  ridicule  and 
before  the  icy  wind  of  neglect,  they  have  done  a great 
work  and  have  set  a fine  example  of  courage,  patience  and 
pure  love  of  truth.  It  will  always  be  delightful  to  me  to 
remember  that  in  their  ranks  I have,  for  many  years, 
found  some  of  the  very  brightest,  wisest,  purest,  and 
happiest  people  I have  ever  known. 

It  seems  to  me,  however,  that  the  field  is  being 
enlarged,  or  that  many  new  roads  are  leading  to  the  pro- 
mised land.  A variety  of  influences  from  many  sources 
have  made  the  age  receptive  to  new  and  deeper  thoughts. 
Science  itself  has  led  us  into  some  marvellously  subtile 
regions,  so  that  not  a few  wonderfully  suggestive  bases  of 
belief  in  the  unseen  have  been  laid  for  us  by  thinkers  who 
never  intended  to  help  on  faith  in  spirit-life.  The  experi- 
ments of  hypnotism,  thought-transference,  and  the  patient 
but  somewhat  tedious  and  even  perverse  investigations  of 
the  Psychical  Research  Societies,  have  helped  to  accustom 
multitudes  of  people  to  the  fact  that  the  sphere  of  human 
activity  and  influence  is  not  bounded  by  the  body.  When 
I asked  so  cautious  and  profound  a man  as  Professor 
Balfour  Stewart  what,  in  his  opinion,  had  been  really 
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proved,  and  received  for  answer  that  thought-transference, 
without  sound  and  sight  and  contact,  was  a fact,  I said, — 
This  is  the  beginning  of  the  end.  After  that,  all  is  com- 
paratively easy. 

VI. 

First  of  all,  it  is  necessary  to  get  some  sort  of  scientific 
foothold,  inasmuch  as  it  is  fact  we  are  wanting,  not 
romance  or  dream.  And,  as  I cannot  improve  upon  what  I 
said  some  few  years  ago,  in  my  little  book  on  “ The 
Future  Life,”  I will  quote  a few  paragraphs  from  it  : — 

In  our  study  of  the  unseen  universe  from  the  standpoint  of 
science,  and  in  appealing  to  science  for  evidence,  it  must  ever 
be  borne  in  mind  that  the  difference  between  matter  and  spirit, 
whatever  that  difference  may  be,  is  not  the  difference  between 
the  known  and  the  unknown,  the  conceivable  and  the  in- 
conceivable. To  the  unscientific  mind,  indeed,  the  difference 
between  matter  and  spirit  is  that,  but  the  really  scientific  mind 
knows  perfectly  well  that  it  is  absolutely  ignorant  as  to  the  real 
nature  and  basis  of  matter.  The  science  of  the  present  day  has 
abundantly  demonstrated  its  own  ignorance,  and  confessed  it, 
as  to  what  even  an  atom  really  is.  Besides,  even  in  relation  to 
the  world  of  sense,  it  is  confessedly  true  that  the  ideal  world,  or 
world  of  consciousness,  is  immeasurably  more  vital  than  what  is 
usually  called  the  world  of  matter. 

At  this  very  moment,  it  is  the  mind  that  controls  the  body  : 
the  gj-oss  is  even  now  moved  by  the  ethereal.  Apart  from  the 
mysterious  unit  of  vital  power  and  volition,  the  whole  body  is  a 
mere  mass  of  inert  matter.  Spirit,  or  whatever  we  call  that 
“unit  of  vital  power  and  volition,”  vivifies  and  employs  it. 
And,  even  when  certain  schools  of  science  refuse  to  include 
spirit  among  admissible  realities,  they  have  to  admit  that  they 
confront  absolutely  insoluble  problems  in  the  phenomena  of 
life,  consciousness,  and  thought  : they  also  admit  that  life,  and 
consciousness,  and  thought,  are  more  demonstrable  than  the 
existence  of  matter  itself. 
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We  are,  then,  at  all  events,  as  sure  of  the  inner  world  of 
mind  as  we  are  of  the  outer  world  of  matter  : and  both  are  in- 
explicable. We  do  not,  however,  in  ordinary  life,  doubt  the 
reality  of  matter  because  we  have  not  the  slightest  idea  of  what 
the  central,  essential  basis  of  an  atom  really  is  ; neither  should 
Ave  doubt  the  reality  of  mind  or  spirit  because  we  cannot 
conceive  of  a substance  unlike  that  which  we  are  familiar  with 
as  matter.  Thought  may  be,  and  probably  is,  accompanied  by 
some  corresponding  change  or  movement  in  the  substance  of 
the  brain,  but  it  does  not  follow  that  thought  is  produced  or 
secreted  by  that  change  or  movement,  any  more  than  that 
musical  ideas  are  produced  by  the  fingering  of  the  keys  of  an 
organ,  though  musical  sounds  may  be.  Changes  and  move- 
ments in  the  substance  of  the  brain  may  be  necessary  for  the 
manifestation  of  thought  in  a certain  way,  but  it  by  no  means 
follows  that  the  thinker  is  necessarily  dependent  on  such 
material  conditions. 

So  obvious  is  this  that  even  so  cool  a thinker,  and  so  poor  a 
“believer  ” as  John  Stuart  Mill,  saw  and  fully  admitted  it,  and 
even  went  beyond  it,  in  his  “ Essays,”  in  which  he  very  forcibly 
said  that  “the  relation  of  thought  to  a material  brain  is  no 
metaphysical  necessity,  but  simply  a constant  co-existence  with- 
in the  limits  of  observation  : ” and,  he  added,  “ the  uniform  co- 
existence of  one  fact  with  another  does  not  make  the  one  fact  a 
part  of  the  other,  or  the  same  with  it.”  “Experience,”  he  says, 
‘ ‘ furnishes  us  with  no  example  of  any  series  of  states  of 
consciousness”  without  “a  material  brain,”  “but  it  is  as  easy 
to  imagine  such  a series  of  states  without,  as  with,  this 
accompaniment,  and  we  know  of  no  reason  in  the  nature  of 
things  against  the  possibility  of  its  being  thus  disjoined.”  He 
even  says,  “We  may  suppose  that  the  same  thoughts,  emotions, 
volitions,  and  even  sensations  which  we  have  here,  may  persist 
or  recommence  somewhere  else  under  other  conditions.”  This 
is  all  we  ask,  and  this  is  perfectly  scientific.  Sensation, 
thought,  and  consciousness,  are  all  in  ourselves,  and  are 
absolutely  unlike  matter  in  all  their  peculiarities.  In  our 
present  physical  condition,  sensation,  thought,  and  conscious- 
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ness,  are  excited  by  certain  conditions  or  states  of  matter  : but 
it  is  pei*fectly  intelligible  that  we  might  exist  under  totally 
different  conditions,  and,  by  having  a body  adapted  to 
altogether  different  surroundings,  have  precisely  the  sensations 
and  thoughts  we  have  now, — or  even  in  an  intenser  form. 

It  thus  appears  that  in  relation  to  a world  of  thought  and 
consciousness  we  have  got  hold  of  three  solid  facts  : — that  this 
wox-ld  of  thought  axxd  consciousness  is  at  least  as  real  to  us  as 
the  wox-ld  of  matter ; that  it  is  in  every  way,  in  all  its 
phenomena  and  results,  utterly  unlike  the  world  of  matter  ; and 
that  its  existence  amid  other  conditions  of  exciting  causes  is 
perfectly  reasonable  and  scientific.  This  is  something  gained, 
— almost  enough  to  brixxg  us  within  reach  of  that  unseen 
uxxiverse  which  is  the  world  of  thought  and  consciousness. 

Matter  affects  us,  then  ; waves  impinge  on  the  senses  ; 
thought  under  physical  limitations  is  accompanied  by  physical 
phenomena  ; that  is  all  we  can  say.  For  the  rest,  it  looks  as 
thoxxgh  the  great  realities,  and  the  master  of  the  fleshly  house, 
were  behind  the  veil  ; it  looks  as  though  an  emancipation  and 
not  a destructioxx  might  coxxie  with  the  separatioxi  of  our  mental 
powers  from  fleshly  control. 

One  of  the  greatest  sex-vices  rendered  by  modern  science  is 
its  singularly  vivid  presentation  of  the  fact  that  all  our  senses 
are  extremely  limited  in  their  raixge, — a fact  which  is  all-im- 
portant irx  our  inquiry  into  the  possibility  of  an  unseen  universe. 
It  is  a common  and  vex-y  natural  mistake,  that  we  see  all  there 
is  to  see,  and  hear  all  there  is  to  hear.  We  have  all  our  lives, 
been  accustomed  to  the  five  tiny  windows  through  which  all 
sensations  come,  and  we  inevitably  fancy  that  they  are 
adequate  : but  a very  decided  effort  ought  to  be  made  to  over- 
come the  delusion, — very  natural,  I repeat,  but  very  misleading,. 
— that  we  now  see  and  hear  and  touch  all  that  there  is  to  be  seen, 
heard,  and  touched.  Our  five  senses  are  all  we  have,  and  they 
measure  only  our  poor  range  : they  do  not  measure  the  bound- 
less reaches  of  being,  far,  far  beyond  our  ken.  We  can  easily 
imagine  that  our  senses  might  have  been  four  iixstead  of  five — 
that  the  sense  of  smell,  for  instance,  might  have  had  no  exist- 
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ence.  In  that  case,  we  should  have  had  no  conception  of 
odour  ; and,  though  the  subtile  causes  all  existed  around  us  as 
now,  we  should  for  ever  have  been  oblivious  of  them.  Why 
may  it  not  be  that  the  lack  of  some  sixth  sense  is  hiding  from 
us  some  still  more  subtile  reality  ? From  everything  that  grows 
there  are  physical  emanations,  and,  as  our  sense  of  smell  is 
acute  or  dull,  we  perceive  these  as  odours.  Why  may  there  not 
be  from  everything  that  thinks  and  lives  mental  and  moral 
emanations  ? and  why  might  there  not  be  a sense  that  would 
detect  and  distinguish  these  ? Nay,  may  not  the  rudiments  of 
that  sense  be  actually  active  in  our  unaccountable  feelings  and 
instincts  of  attraction  and  aversion  ? and  why  may  we  not 
conclude  that  it  is  this  very  sense  which  has  made  some 
sensitives  “ thought-readers  ” and  “seers”?  Here,  again,  we 
are  on  the  very  threshold  of  spirit-life ; and  the  great  suggestion 
is  forced  upon  us,  that  when  we  get  beyond  the  hidings  of  the 
body  we  shall  develop  mental,  moral,  and  spiritual  senses  that 
will  enable  us  to  see  and  know  one  another  in  our  inmost  selves, 
and  as  we  really  are  : and  all  that  new  and  heightened  life 
would  be  perfectly  natural  and  not  supernatural  at  all,  however 
supersensuous  it  might  be. 

In  that  great  epoch-making  scientific  work,  “The  Correlation 
of  Physical  Forces,”  Grove  says,  “ Myriads  of  organised  beings 
may  exist,  imperceptible  to  our  vision,  even  if  we  were  among 
them:  and  we  might  be  equally  imperceptible  to  them.” 

All  the  senses  lead  up  to  the  Unseen.  There  is,  for  instance, 
a great  deal  that  is  very  suggestive  about  the  sense  of  touch, 
which  is  the  indicator  of  our  relations  to  external  things  ; and  a 
very  poor  and  misleading  indicator  it  is.  We  are  absolutely 
cei’tain  that  there  are  forms  of  matter  which  are  to  us  quite 
invisible  and  intangible,  and  that  these  substances  can  pass 
through  others  that  appear  to  us  to  be  absolutely  impenetrable. 
The  gases,  for  instance,  are  as  truly  matter  as  the  solid  metals, 
and  hydrogen  is  as  much  a substance  as  iron  : and  yet  the  one 
is  solid  to  our  touch,  and  the  other  is  as  nothing  to  that  sense : 
and  the  gas  can  readily  pass  through  the  metal.  It  is  only 
liabit,  and  the  limitation  of  our  sense  of  touch,  that  lead  us  to 
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think  of  matter  in  a certain  subtile  condition  as  less  real  than 
the  denser  substances  : and,  as  the  life-principle  is  itself  some- 
thing intensely  subtile,  it  is  quite  conceivable  that  it  might  be 
united  to  matter  in  such  a subtile  condition  that  we,  with  our 
present  gross  sense  of  touch,  would  be  utterly  unable  to  come 
into  contact  with  it ; nay,  it  is  even  scientifically  conceivable 
that  this  exquisite  living  substance  might  be  the  organised  body 
of  a conscious  living  being,  and  yet  that,  while  it  might  itself  be 
able  to  readily  pass  through  the  densest  substances,  it  should 
be  absolutely  beyond  apprehension  by  any  of  the  dull  crude 
senses  at  present  at  our  command.  Every  object  is  to  the  hand 
what  the  hand  is  to  it.  A hand  more  sensitive  would  realise 
things  in  quite  a different  way.  A hand  is  scientifically  con- 
ceivable that  should  be  subtile  enough  to  pass  through  granite,  and 
exquisite  enough  to  feel  the  difference  between  oxygen  and  ozone. 

It  is  here  that  the  sublime  laws  of  evolution,  continuity  of 
being,  and  the  conservation  of  force,  come  in  with  their  wonder- 
ful suggestions  as  to  the  persistence  of  life  beyond  the  bounds 
and  barriers  of  the  Seen  : so  much  so  that  it  is  almost  forced 
upon  us  to  infer  the  continuity  of  thought  as  well  as  of  matter. 
It  seems  utterly  unnatural  to  suppose  that  the  lower  should 
persist,  and  the  higher  fail  and  perish  ; that  matter  should  be 
able  to  ebb  into  the  Unseen  and  flow  again  into  the  Seen,  and 
mind  alone  rise  and  fall  on  one  solitary  shore — begin  and  end 
on  this  tiny  spot  of  earth.  The  inference,  the  longer  we 
ponder  it,  becomes  the  more  inevitable,  that  life  and  thought, 
no  less  than  matter,  though  they  may  know  vast  changes  and 
pass  into  higher  or  more  subtile  forms  of  being,  are  destined  to 
find  their  home  in  the  vast  Unseen. 

Thus  we  may  reasonably  conclude  that  the  ultimate  produc- 
tion of  conscious  spirit-personality  is  only  the  highest  stage,  on 
this  plane  of  being,  of  the  well-known  process  of  evolution  ; 
and  it  is  perfectly  in  accordance  with  that  process,  and  with  the 
great  law  underlying  it,  to  trace  that  spirit-personality  into  a 
higher  and  more  appropriate  sphere  of  existence,  and  to  find  in 
the  unseen  universe  both  its  first  cause  and  its  final  home. 
Assuredly  we  have  here  all  the  conditions  of  a state  of  being 
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inconceivably  superior  to  any  known  to  us  here.  Imagine  the 
life-principle  united  to  a spiritual  body  as  subtile  and  exquisite 
as  itself,  and  having  its  sphere  of  activity  in  a world  perfectly 
adapted  to  its  own  sensitive,  ethereal  form  of  existence  ; surely 
we  should  there  have  everything  that  could  give  the  most  thrill- 
ing realisation  of  life,  with  all  its  possibilities  of  progress  and 
delight.  Here,  “ in  the  body  pent,”  we  know  everything  only 
through  the  dusky  veil  of  the  flesh,  and  that  hides  a thousand 
times  more  than  it  reveals  ; but  what  will  it  be  to  pass  behind 
the  veil  with  our  growth  of  spirit-personality  ; to  know  every- 
thing immediately  ; to  hear,  to  see,  to  touch,  at  first  hand,  and 
without  the  veil  between  ; to  have  the  spirit-self  to  one’s-self, 
without  the  earthly  tabernacle  to  imprison  it  1 

Shakspeare  finely  makes  Lorenzo  say  of  the  harmony  even 
now  “ in  immortal  souls,”  that  we  cannot  hear  it  because  “ this 
muddy  vesture  of  decay  doth  grossly  close  it  in  ” ; and,  time 
out  of  mind,  the  finest,  rarest,  noblest  men  and  women  have 
thus  discoursed  of  the  inner  self. 

I feel  that  such  thoughts  as  these  prepare  us  for  the 
evidence  which  leads  to  the  conclusion  that,  in  the  unseen, 
there  are  conscious  and  very  active  beings  who,  under 
certain  conditions,  can  and  do  act  in  and  upon  the  sphere 
of  the  seen.  Who  are  they  ? We  can  never  be  sure  ; but 
we  are  entitled  to  inferences  : and  if  the  signals  received 
persistently  indicate  intelligence,  and  if  the  statements 
made  name  the  operators,  with  confirmatory  tests,  we 
may  at  least  be  civil  enough  to  give  these  operators  the 
benefit  of  the  doubt,  and  to  assume  that  they  are  the 
persons  they  represent  themselves  to  be. 

VII. 

One’s  early  education  and  what  we  sometimes  call 
“ surroundings  ” ought  probably  to  be  included  amongst 
personal  experiences  on  this  subject.  At  the  age  of  four- 
teen I was  an  intensely  interested  reader  of  Swedenborg’s 
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“ Memorable  Relations  ” ; and,  before  I was  fifteen,  I think 
I had  quite  mastered  his  brilliant  distinctions  in  relation 
to  the  “spiritual”  and  the  “natural”  worlds.  He  made 
me  feel  the  intense  reality  of  spirit-life  and  of  spirit-people  ; 
and  yet,  as  in  a mighty  light,  I saw  the  distinction  between 
substances  “ spiritual  ” and  “ material,”  and,  ever  after, 
found  it  easy  to  follow  modern  science  in  its  subtile  pene- 
trations into  the  unseen. 

My  mother  also  was  a great  help  to  me.  One  of  the 
most  vigorous-minded  persons  I ever  knew,  and  not  a 
sentimentalist,  she  used  to  amuse  me  by  telling  me  about 
her  strange  experiences  in  her  young  days.  She  must  have 
been  absolutely  without  fear,  and  yet  keenly  open  to  occult 
influences.  After  the  death  of  Lady — — -,  her  friend, 
and  a somewhat  eccentric  character,  several  remarkable 
events  occurred  to  my  mother  when  alone  in  the  house, 
producing,  not  alarm,  but  the  clearest  conviction  that  her 
old  friend  had  not  lost  her  hold  upon  what  we  call  “ life.” 

Indeed,  although  my  mother  was  more  of  an  agnostic 
than  anything  else,  I always  felt  that  she  was  a kind  of 
“medium,”  and  I well  remember  the  time  when  a torrent 
of  scribbling  poured  from  her  hand,  upon  a sheaf  of  pages, 
much  to  her  bewilderment,  seeing  that  she  could  neither 
read  it  nor  tell  what  it  was  about  or  whence  it  came.  The 
scene  was  amusing  a vigorous-minded  woman,  inclined 
to  doubt  everything  unseen,  pouring  out  a score  of  pages  of 
illegible  scribble,  and  not  knowing  what  it  was  all  about ! 
I,  with  my  wide  experience  in  reading  other  people’s 
scribbling,  read  it  to  her  : but  neither  of  us  knew  what  to 
make  of  it — as  an  incident. 

VIII. 

Amongst  my  personal  experiences,  I must  cite  the 
effect  produced  upon  me  by  the  literature  upon  this  subject, 
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and  by  personal  communion  with  such  notable  characters 
and  strenuous  believers  as  William  and  Mary  Howitt, 
C.  F.  Yarley,  William  Crookes,  Alfred  Russel  Wallace, 
Gerald  Massey,  and  S.  C.  Hall,  representing  keen  science, 
shrewd  insight,  fine  taste,  and  the  ideal  truthseeker’s  reso- 
lution and  patience.  I knew  also  that  such  men  and 
women  as  Thackeray,  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe,  Lloyd 
Garrison,  President  Lincoln,  John  Pierpoint,  Robert 
Chambers,  Garth  Wilkinson,  Professor  de  Morgan,  Victor 
Hugo,  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning,  and  a vast  number  of 
our  brightest  men  and  women  were  either  seriously  favour- 
able or  altogether  convinced.  My  personal  communings 
with  William  and  Mary  Howitt,  C.  F.  Yarley,  William 
Crookes  and  Alfred  Russel  Wallace,  were  specially  helpful, 
and  very  seriously  impressed  me.  These  keen,  mature,  and 
resolute  seekei’s  after  truth  seemed  to  carry  me  to  the  far- 
thest point  of  testimony  : and  each  one  told  of  personal  ex- 
periences which  had  left  no  room  for  doubt.  Mr.  Yarley,  as 
one  of  the  very  first  electricians  of  his  day,  told  me  that  he 
took  up  the  subject  in  the  hope  of  exposing  “the  tricks  of 
mediums.”  He  said  to  me,  “I  thought  it  all  turned  on  tricks 
of  electricity,  and  I knew  I should  be  able  to  expose  them.” 
As  the  result,  he  became  one  of  the  most  determined  spirit- 
ualists I ever  met.  He  assured  me  that  he  had  pitted  ele- 
tricity  against  “ the  spirits  ” for  the  conveyance  of  messages, 
and  that  “ the  spirits  ” won.  Some  things  which  he  told 
me,  over  twenty  years  ago,  are  now  being  curiously  repeated 
in  the  experiences  of  Mr.  Stead.  I hope  Dr.  A.  R.  Wallace 
will  not  object  to  a special  reference  to  him.  In  his  own 
home  and  mine,  I have  listened  to  his  deliberate  descrip- 
tions of  incidents  in  his  own  patient  and  truth-loving 
life,  which,  if  true,  left  no  room  for  doubt  as  to  the  reality 
of  the  activity  of  unseen  beings  in  the  sphere  of  the  seen  ; 
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and  I have  felt  that  if  testimony  had  any  value  its  full  value 
was  reached  when  it  came  in  such  a way  from  such  a man, 
the  habit  of  whose  life  was  fine  discrimination  and  steadfast 
abiding  bv  facts.  I do  not  hesitate  to  cite  my  intercourse 
with  such  investigators,  as  itself,  in  its  way,  a personal 
experience. 

Literature  on  the  subject  seemed  to  abound  when  I 
began  to  seriously  inquire  for  it,  and  though  I had  to  be 
occasionally  as  patient  as  I could  with  some  of  it,  I had 
often  to  admit  its  gravity,  its  fascination,  and  even  its 
loftiness.  I was  impressed,  too,  with  the  fact  that,  in 
different  parts  of  the  world,  there  were  about  fifty  journals 
devoted  to  the  subject.  Then  I reflected  that  all  or  nearly 
all  those  whose  testimony  I was  considering  declared  that 
their  belief  was  based,  not  upon  hearsay  but  upon 
experience,  not  upon  dogma  but  upon  knowledge,  not  upon 
one  incident  but  upon  experiments  conducted  again  and 
again,  and  most  frequently  in  the  privacy  of  the  laboratory 
or  the  home.  It  was  at  the  moment  when  these  considera- 
tions were  impressing  me  that  I read  the  Report  of  the 
London  Dialectical  Society’s  Committee,  consisting  of 
thirty-six  of  its  members  (mostly  unbelievers)  who  had 
been  appointed  to  investigate  the  subject.  From  this  I 
learnt  that  the  majority  of  the  investigators  were,  in  the 
end,  convinced  of  the  reality  and  spirit-origin  of  the 
phenomena,  and  I was  much  struck  with  the  Report’s 
concluding  words : — 

“Your  committee,  taking  into  consideration  the  high 
character  and  great  intelligence  of  many  of  the  witnesses  to  the 
more  extraordinary  facts,  the  extent  to  which  their  testimony 
is  supported  by  the  reports  of  the  sub-committees,  and  the 
absence  of  any  proof  of  imposture  or  delusion  as  regards  a large 
portion  of  the  phenomena  ; and,  further,  having  regard  to  the 
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exceptional  character  of  the  phenomena,  the  large  number  of 
persons  in  every  grade  of  society  and  over  the  whole  civilised 
world  who  are  more  or  less  influenced  by  a belief  in  their  super- 
natural origin,  and  to  the  fact  that  no  philosophical  explanation 
of  them  has  yet  been  arrived  at,  deem  it  incumbent  upon  them 
to  state  their  conviction  that  the  subject  is  worthy  of  more 
serious  attention  and  careful  investigation  than  it  has  hitherto 
received.” 

% 

But,  if  we  talk  of  literature  on  the  subject,  we  shall 
soon  leave  the  nineteenth  century,  and  shall  be  led  on  and 
on,  until  we  approach  vast . fields  of  research  that  make  all 
modern  books  seem  juvenile  and  thin.  Slowly  it  dawned 
upon  me  that  the  hand  of  the  despised  modern  spiritualist 
held  the  key  to  half  the  great  ancient  religions  of  the  world. 

And  now  it  is  here  that  I must  cite,  as  one  of  my  per- 
sonal experiences,  the  gradual  discovery  that  the  Bible,  when 
rationally  treated,  is  one  long  record  of  instances  of  spirit- 
communion  and  spirit-activity.  I say  “ when  rationally 
treated”:  for,  while  we  regard  the  Bible  as  an  exceptional, 
supernatural,  and  non-human  book,  it  is  easy  to  treat  its 
element  of  Spiritism  as  removed  from  the  sphere  of  natural 
law.  I found  that  in  proportion  as  I became  a rationalist 
I became  a kind  of  spiritualist  in  reading  the  Bible.  This 
seems  a contradiction,  but  it  is  not.  A rational  treatment 
of  the  Bible  brings  it  within  the  sphere  of  natural  law  and 
of  our  ordinary  human  life,  and  really  puts  us  in  full 
possession  of  it.  In  proportion  as  I rationalised,  I said, 
This  book  is  not  one ; it  is  manifold  : it  is  not  one  book  but 
many  books  ; and  these  cover  a period  of  many  hundreds 
of  years.  And  I was  led  to  the  conclusion  that  where  there 
was  so  much  and  such  long-lasting  smoke  there  must  be  fire ; 
and,  as  a rationalist,  I could  add  the  Bible  to  other 
evidences  of  a similar  kind  in  all  ages,  only  to  be  led  to  the 
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conclusion  that  communion  with  the  unseen  seemed  to  be 
within  the  sphere  of  ordinary  natural  law. 

When  a rationalist  arrives  at  this  conclusion,  it  is  some- 
times said, — “ You  have  escaped  from  what  you  call  a 
superstition  about  the  Bible  to  the  less  creditable  super- 
stition of  belief  in  Spiritualism.”  But  that  is  not  an  exact 
account  of  what  has  happened.  What  has  happened  is 
this, — that  the  rationalist  says,  “ If  these  Bible-records  are 
true,  there  must  be  laws  of  nature  to  which  they  bear 
witness  : and,  as  laws  of  nature  are  for  all  time,  the  events 
recorded  must  all,  in  similar  conditions,  be  possible  now.” 
Thus,  superstition  is  entirely  got  rid  of,  and  a firm  stand 
is  taken  on  natural  law. 

IX. 

In  passing  on  to  my  own  direct  experiences  by  way  of 
experiment,  I find  it  extremely  difficult  to  put  these  ex- 
periences  into  words  : and  many  of  them  I could  not  put 
into  words  at  all.  Besides,  no  one  can  be  better  aware  than 
I am  that  they  are  open  to  misunderstanding  and  ridicule, 
on  the  one  hand,  and  liable  to  be  regarded  as  crude  and  old- 
fashioned  on  the  other  hand.  All  I can  say,  in  arrest/  of 
judgment  is,  that  I began  as  a sceptic,  and  with  every  sense 
on  the  alert ; and  that  by  far  the  greater  part  of  my  experi- 
ments occurred  in  my  own  house  where  there  was  not  the 
slightest  possibility  of  deception : but  deception  was  in  many 
cases  out  of  the  question,  as,  for  instance,  when  names, 
dates  and  other  particulars  were  given  known  only  to 
myself,  or  to  some  other  person  who  was  not  the  “ medium.” 

Here,  from  notes  taken  at  the  time,  is  a record  of  one 
such  case : a simple  case  enough,  but  impressive  from  its 
very  simplicity  : — 

I was  in  the  house  of  a gentleman  nearly  200  miles  from  my 
own  home.  A “medium”  was  present — a bright,  intelligent, 
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but  imperfectly  educated  girl  or  young  woman.  She  knew 
very  little  of  me,  and  had  only  seen  me  for  a few  minutes  on  the 
previous  day.  Without  asking  me  a single  question,  she  pre- 
sently told  me  she  could  “see”  something  she  would  like  to 
describe  to  me.  She  did  so  in  a quiet  and  gentle  manner — 
deliberately,  and  yet  without  hesitation.  What  she  described 
was  what  happened  to  me  twenty  years  before,  when  I was  a 
mere  boy,  what  passed  in  my  little  study  between  me  and  a 
favourite  little  sister,  who  was  very  dear  to  me  then,  and  whose 
childish  love  is  not  forgotten  by  me  now.  The  incidents 
described  were  of  a nature  so  peculiar,  and,  what  the  outward 
world  would  call  so  trivial,  that  I deemed  it  utterly  impossible 
this  stranger,  of  her  own  knowledge,  could  have  been  ac- 
quainted with  them.  They  were  incidents  which,  I think,  I have 
never  spoken  of  to  anyone,  and  which  no  one  would  be  likely  to 
know  or  remember  but  myself.  But  her  descriptions  as  to  time, 
place,  events  and  persons  were  marvellously  minute  and 
accurate.  She  might  have  had  a series  of  photographs  before 
her,  which  she  slowly  turned  over  and  described  one  by  one. 
What  she  said  was  that  she  saw  it  all  in  a series  of  delicate  pic- 
tures which  my  “ spirit-sister  ” showed  her.  I was  not  a 
“ believer  ” at  the  time  ; but,  from  first  to  last,  the  whole  thing 
was  so  exquisitely  touching,  so  beautiful,  so  charming  in  its 
method  of  identification,  if  the  thing  were  true,  that  I should 
have  felt  a thrill  of  horror  if  anyone  had  called  the  “medium ” 
an  impostor  or  a fool. 

On  another  occasion,  in  an  unconscious  or  trance  state  (into 
which  she  passed  at  once,  and  without  aid  from  without),  this 
same  young  lady  spoke  to  me  in  the  name  of  this  sister  ; and, 
for  nearly  half  an  hour,  touched  and  delighted  everyone  present 
by  the  simplicity  and  beauty  of  her  language. 

I took  this  “ medium  ” to  a small  meeting  of  friends  at 
Manchester,  and  am  perfectly  sure  that  she  knew  nothing 
of  the  majority  of  the  persons  present,  as  she  was  between 
one  and  two  hundred  miles  from  home,  and  a perfect 
stranger  to  the  town.  She  sat  next  to  me,  farthest 
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away  from  the  door.  In  the  course  of  the  evening, 
the  proceedings  were  interrupted  for  a moment  by  the 
entrance  of  an  elderly  gentleman  who  at  once  took  a seat 
near  the  door.  Almost  as  soon  as  this  was  done,  the 
“ medium  ” addressed  him,  and  proceeded  to  describe  a 
scene  of  a most  touching  kind,  with  many  minute  details. 
He  quietly  said  that  he  recognised  the  truth  of  it,  and 
then  the  “ medium  ” took  paper  and  pencil  and  began  to 
write,  I looking  at  what  was  written.  When  it  was 
finished,  the  “ medium  ” was  about  to  push  it  across  the 
table  to  the  new-comer  when  I hurriedly  said,  “Oh,  do  add 
your  name.”  This  was  at  once  written,  and  the  paper  was 
sent  across  to  the  gentleman.  He  said  it  was  a message 
exactly  suited  to  his  need,  and  the  name  was  correct,  as  the 
name  of  the  person  prominently  appearing  in  the  scene  that 
had  been  described.  This  gentleman  was  known  to  me  as  a 
man  of  good  position  and  of  the  highest  possible  character — 
cautious,  almost  severe  in  judgment,  and  seriously  anxious 
to  have  the  truth  ; and  I am  practically  certain  that  the 
“ medium  ” could  not  have  known  anything  about  him. 

The  same  “ medium,”  in  my  own  house,  very  much 
interested  us  with  a similar  instance.  A student  from 
Manchester,  in  like  manner,  came  in  late,  and  we  quietly 
made  room  for  him  at  the  table,  without  introduction  of 
any  kind.  The  light  was  low,  and  the  “ medium,”  who 
could  not  possibly  have  known  anything  about  him,  would 
hardly  be  able  to  see  his  face  clearly.  In  a few  minutes 
she  turned  towards  him,  and,  with  a low  “ dreamy  ” voice, 
began  to  take  that  young  man  to  pieces  in  a way  he 
will  never  forget.  She  described  his  character,  his 
temperament,  his  very  style  of  speech,  and  what  he  did 
when  alone  in  his  room.  She  then  proceeded  to  describe 
a companion  who  had  passed  on  to  spirit-life : face,  hair, 
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beard,  dress,  everything  perfectly  described,  ending  with, 
“ and  he  died  almost  in  your  arms.”  This  young  man  was 
a critical  and  rather  hard  sceptic  ; but,  though  at  the  time 
he  said  not  a word,  he  afterwards  admitted  to  me  that 
everything  which  had  been  described  was  true. 

“ These  are  cases  of  thought-reading,”  some  critic  will 
say.  Very  well ; all  I know  is  that  the  critic  who  now 
cites  “ thought-reading  ” as  an  explanation  would  have 
laughed  at  thought-reading  fifteen  years  ago.  It  is  some- 
thing to  have  got  the  critic  into  such  a region.  Personally, 
I think  that  if  we  now  admit  the  possibility  of  mind  read- 
ing mind  apart  from  what  we  know  as  sight  and  sound, 
we  may  as  well  get  rid  of  the  body  altogether,  as  a neces- 
sary factor,  and  admit  what  is  at  once  the  larger  explana- 
tion and  the  larger  hope.  If  the  tenant  is  so  independent 
of  the  house,  and,  apparently,  so  superior  to  it,  is  it  so 
very  difficult  to  believe  that  it  may  survive  the  house  when 
it  removes  from  it  ? 

I again  quote  from  notes  taken  at  the  time  : — 

At  another  time,  in  another  place,  and  in  presence  of  another 
“medium,”  phenomena  of  another  character  presented  them- 
selves. I sat  with  the  “ medium  ” at  a very  small  table,  with- 
out a shred  of  covering  on  it,  in  the  middle  of  a large  and  sun- 
lit room.  The  “medium”  did  not  know  my  name,  and  had 
never  seen  me  before.  Without  preliminary  conversation  we 
sat  down,  and  before  we  had  been  seated  three  minutes  we  heard 
gentle  but  very  distinct  sounds  (those  who  want  to  laugh  can 
call  them  “ raps”  ; I should  prefer  to  call  them  signals  produced 
by  those  who,  as  spiritual  beings,  are  at  the  very  fountain-head 
of  the  marvellous  magnetic  forces  of  the  universe).  The 
medium  said,  “I  think  it  indicates  the  presence  of  a little  child.” 
Suffice  to  say  that,  as  fast  as  I could  ask  questions,  I got  names, 
dates,  and  descriptions  of  almost  every  kind,  for  which  I had 
not  to  credit  the  veracity  of  the  “medium”  : the  wonderful 
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correctness  of  which  I alone  knew.  One  of  the  strangest  things 
given  to  me  was  an  exact  copy  of  an  unusual  inscription  on  a 
tiny  stone  which  had  only  just  been  placed  in  a country  church- 
yard, nearly  two  hundred  miles  away.  The  touching  “messages,” 
with  their  suggestions  so  full  of  meaning  to  myself,  and  so 
little  understood  by  the  “medium,”  I need  not  repeat.  I can 
oniy  say,  my  heart  worshiped  the  Great  Spirit  that  day  as  it 
had  seldom  done  before.  On  this  occasion  two  or  three  things 
happened,  however,  which  were  more  singular  and  demonstra- 
tive than  touching  or  graceful.  For  two  or  three  minutes  the 
little  table  rose  up  under  my  hands,  and  rose  up  so  high  that, 
even  with  standing  up,  I could  hardly  keep  my  hands  on.  This 
happened  after  a very  odd  occurrence  in  the  spelling  out  of 
“messages.”  All  at  once  we  had  these  letters  signalled — 
p — 1_  L — I— F.  It  was  our  first  piece  of  what  seemed 
“ nonsense,”  and  the  “ medium  ” who  seemed  a little  annoyed 
at  so  absurd  a reply  to  what  I believe  was  a grave  question, 
said  ; “ Let  us  go  on  to  something  else.”  I declined,  and  began 
casting  about  to  find  what  “ Pilif  ” could  mean.  At  last,  I 
asked,  What  or  who  is  “Pilif”?  The  answer  came  at  once, 
“Uncle.”  I saw  at  once  what  was  meant.  One  of  the  very 
first  playthings  my  little  child  ever  had  was  an  old  portrait  of 
“Uncle  Philip,”  whose  name  she  learnt  amongst  her  first  half- 
dozen  words.  Does  it  not  seem  ridiculous  that  a little  child 
“in  heaven”  (so  runs  the  phrase  !)  should  “ come  down”  to 
talk  to  me  through  a table  ; and  that,  when  it  came,  it  should 
spell  Philip  backwards,  in  a funny  way  ? Well,  I am  hardly  sure. 
I think  if  she  loved  me,  she  would  desire  to  be  near  me  if  she 
could.  And,  if  she  was  near  me  that  day,  and,  by  some  natural 
law,  aided  by  her  spirit-friends,  could  “ communicate,”  I think 
it  very  probable  she  would  do  or  say  something  as  like  her  old 
self  as  possible.  It  was  an  absurd-looking  incident,  I admit, 
but  it  was  intensely  human,  and  it  put  out  of  court  the  charge 
of  imposture,  for,  when  the  letters  came,  no  one  was  pleased, 
and  no  one  knew  what  they  meant.  It  was  when  I discovered 
their  meaning  that  the  table  rose  up  as  I have  described.  I 
cannot  help  it  if  the  scornful  laugh  at  all  this.  I know  it  all 
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happened  in  broad  daylight,  and  that  thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands  have  had  experience  of  similar  things. 

But,  as  for  “ table-lifting,”  if  that  is  what  people  want 
as  “proof,”  I will  record  what  I saw  with  my  own  eyes  in 
the  house  of  friends  whom  I have  known  for  a quarter  of  a 
century,  and  whom  I know  to  be  intelligent,  honest,  and 
religious.  A large  dining-table,  round  which  twenty 
persons  could  sit,  rose  up  from  the  floor  two  or  three  feet, 
without  a hand  touching  it,  and,  after  oscillating  for 
awhile,  gently  descended  to  the  floor.  This  was  done,  we 
were  told,  not  because  the  unseen  ones  cared  for  such 
experiments,  but  because  we  sought  and  needed  such 
“ proofs.”  When  I saw  this,  I was  not  excited ; and  the 
event  happened  in  presence  of  fourteen  persons,  who  met 
together  in  an  earnest  and  devout  manner,  and  agreed  to 
open  their  “ seance  ” with  a reading  from  the  Bible  and 
prayer ; and  what  happened  that  evening  has  occurred 
many  a time  before  and  since. 

1 

X. 

In  my  own  house,  some  of  my  own  kindred  and  friends 
have  been  “used”  as  “mediums.”  One,  a student  of 
divinity,  in  a trance  state,  used  to  speak  in  language 
earnest  and  well-chosen,  of  noble  themes,  only  calculated 
to  elevate  and  instruct.  Others  have  had  their  hands  moved 
to  write  with  extraordinary  rapidity.  The  characters  were 
unlike  any  they  themselves  employed,  and,  in  many  cases, 
the  “ medium,”  if  not  following  the  pencil,  was  unable  to 
say  whether  what  was  written  was  poetry  or  prose,  a jest 
or  a prayer.  Sometimes  the  writing  was  done  with  such 
force  and  rapidity  that  it  took  some  minutes  to  decipher 
and  on  these  occasions  we  had  surprising  results.  In  one 
case,  I well  remember,  the  “ medium  ” was  a cultured  and 
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intelligent  lady,  who  knew  very  little  of  “ Spiritualism,” 
and  who  was  as  much  startled  as  any  of  us  at  what 
proceeded,  time  after  time,  from  her  hand,  forcibly  moved 
and  used  beyond  her  control,  to  write  that  which  she  knew 
not ; for,  in  this  way,  in  answer  to  questions,  we  have  had 
particulars  given  of  which  the  “medium  ” knew  nothing. 

In  other  cases,  an  alphabet  and  pointer  were  used.  The 
hand  was  forcibly  or  gently  moved  to  point  out  letters,  as 
in  the  other  instances  it  was  moved  to  write  them,  One  of 
my  nearest  and  dearest  relatives  was  thus  “ used.”  At 
one  “ seance,”  I remember,  the  “ message  ” affected  her  to 
tears,  for  she  was  observing  it.  She  then  hid  her  face  in 
her  left  hand,  but  allowed  the  right  hand  to  go  on  finishing 
the  “message,”  the  pointer  flying  from  letter  to  letter 
almost  faster  than  I could  take  them  down.  The  latter 
portion  of  what  was  thus  spelt  out  the  “ medium  ” knew 
nothing  of,  as  she  kept  her  closed  eyes  in  her  hand. 

A series  of  experiments,  very  difficult  to  describe  but  very 
impressive  to  witness,  took  place  in  my  own  house  during 
the  visit  of  the  lady  just  mentioned,  who,  as  I said,  was 
cultured  and  intelligent,  a stranger  to  the  subject,  and 
greatly  astonished  at  what  proceeded  from  her  hand.  She 
was  short-sighted,  and  besides,  during  the  writing, 
appeared  to  be  in  a state  of  suppressed  agitation  or  slight 
trance.  She  could  never  tell  what  she  had  written,  and 
several  times  would  not  credit  it  until  she  had  put  on  her 
spectacles  and  read  her  massive  scrawls  for  herself.  She 
herself  was  rather  prim,  engagingly  old-fashioned,  and 
delightfully  fastidious  ; but,  as  a rule,  her  pages  of  dashed- 
off  “ messages  ” were  vigorous  and  even  vehement,  and 
signed  by  one  whom  she  had  never  known — a “ strong- 
souled  reformer  ” once  known  to  me.  One  evening,  after 
his  signature  was  flung  on  to  the  paper,  I sharply  said, 
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“Now  for  your  old  address  !”  It  instantly  came ; the 
name  of  a little  place  not  at  all  known  to  the  “ medium.” 
On  another  occasion,  with  a different  “ medium,”  and  an 
entire  stranger,  so  far  as  my  old  friend  was  concerned,  he 
was  accurately  described  as  being  present,  and  certain 
actions  were  also  described,  very  closely  bearing  upon  our 
old  connection  with  one  another. 

At  a very  early  stage  in  my  experiences,  there  occurred 
an  apparently  trivial  but  really  suggestive  little  incident. 
One  day,  I was  reading  aloud  a paragraph  on  the  subject, 
upon  which  I commented  with  my  usual  shrug  of  the 
shoulders  ; but  this  time  we  broke  into  a little  conversation 
which  led,  a few  days  after,  to  a “ sitting  ” ; my  sister 
(for  whose  carefulness  and  truthfulness  I can  answer 
as  for  my  own,  but  upon  whose  carefulness  and  truth- 
fulness, as  will  be  seen,  we  did  not  at  all  depend) 
and  I being  the  only  persons  present.  We  sat  at 
a small  oval  papier  mache  table,  and  in  a few  minutes 
it  gave  unmistakable  signs  of  moving,  and  presently 
it  tilted  rapidly  and  rather  violently  : and  we  got 
decided  answers  to  questions.  Most  of  these  I forget,  but 
one  is  memorable.  I forget  what  my  question  was,  but  the 
answer  seemed  to  be  leading  us  nowhere,  and  so  we  left  it 
for  the  night  as  we  had  been  at  it  some  time.  The  letters 
spelt  were  O — -A — K — T,  and  when  we  got  so  far  I put  the 
paper  down,  as  we  agreed  it  was  a muddle.  But,  in  the  morn- 
ing, my  eyes  rested  on  the  paper,  and,  after  a time,  it  struck 
me  that  the  first  three  letters  formed  the  word  “ oak  ” and 
that  the  other  word  was  to  be  “ table”  This  did  not  occur  to 
us  on  the  night  before  because,  whatever  our  question  was,  I 
remember  the  letters  did  not  seem  at  all  to  relate  to  it. 
But,  when  we  sat  again,  I asked  whether  the  words  “ oak 
table  ” were  being  spelt  out,  and  the  reply  was  given  in  the 
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affirmative  ; — the  table  we  were  using  would  not  answer  so 
wxll  as  a small  oak  table  I used  in  my  study  : and  we  found 
it  was  so. 

Once  we  got  the  following  through  the  alphabet  ;“UR 

yrev  doog  ot  tel  em  emoc  : I ekil  ot  emoc  : M si  os  ypah  : 

11a  os  thgirb  : M lliw  nrael  erom.”  The  “ medium’s  ” 

hands  were  moved  to  these  letters  with  moderate  speed. 

, The  words  were  all  spelt  backward  ; and  we  could  not 
think  what  was  coming.  Why  they  were  spelt  backwards 
we  know  not : perhaps  according  to  some  law  not  known  to 
us, — (something  answering  perhaps  to  our  “ negatives  ” and 
“ positives  ” in  photography),  perhaps  for  a bit  of  humour, 
(why  not  ?),  perhaps  as  a gratuitous  test,  for  backward  writ- 
ing and  spelling  are  certainly  to  be  added  to  the  facts  that 
shut  out  the  theory  of  “ unconscious  muscular  action,”  &c. 

Very  frequently  we  had  “ U ” for  “you  ” and  “ R ” for 
“ are,”  as  above,  and  some  curious  and  unexpected  attempts 
were  made  to  save  time  and  convey  ideas  with  the  fewest 
possible  letters.  Sensible  people  ! Sometimes  an  answer 
to  an  interpolated  question  came  in  the  middle  of  the 
answer  to  another  question.  Thus,  having  asked  whether 
the  “ spirit  ” would  give  us  sounds  on  the  table,  we  got  for 
answer,  slowly,  by  writing,  “ I will  yes  try.”  I thought 
the  answer  was  finished  at  “ will  ” and  then  asked  another 
question,  and  the  “ Yes  ” was  given  at  once  while  “ try  ” 
came  trailing  after. 

About  this  time,  Dr.  Newton  was  in  London  “working 
miracles,”  said  some.  Dr.  Burns,  the  well-known  London 
minister,  and  many  others  testified  to  his  amazing  power, 
as  a healer  by  touch  or  passes.  I went  to  see.  Unfortu- 
nately my  engagements  permitted  only  one  rather  hurried 
visit,  but  I conversed  with  a gentleman  from  Yorkshire 
who  had  an  attendant  with  him.  “ This  man,”  said  he. 
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“ opened,  my  blind  eyes.  I brought  with  me  this  young 
man,  but  I don’t  need  him  now.  I can  see.”  A poor  woman 
assured  me  that  he  had  cured  her  of  a lame  and  painful 
knee.  u I am  well,”  she  said,  “and  had  no  need  to  come 
to-day,  but  while  he  is  here  I must  just  come  to  look  at 
him.”  I heard  Dr.  Meyer  lecture  in  Glasgow.  He  used 
diagrams,  and  stood  on  a temporary  platform  without 
front,  so  that  we  all  saw  him  from  head  to  foot.  He  moved 
about  freely  and  seemed  perfectly  well.  In  London,  I saw 
the  crutches  he  left  behind  him  after  seeing  Dr.  Newton, 
and  I remember  his  rousing  cry  of  thankfulness  to  God 
that  he  had  lived  to  see  a proof  of  the  truth  of  miracles. 

It  may  be  asked,  “ How  is  it  that  we  did  not  all  see 
these  things  1 and  why  don’t  such  things  go  on  happening  ? ” 
In  answering  such  a question,  one  hardly  knows  whether  to 
be  scornful  or  amused.  I went  to  see  Dr.  Newton,  very 
much  because,  at  a rather  notable  dinner-party  in  London, 
a young  “ tail-lasher  ” on  the  staff  of  one  of  the  London 
papers  boasted  that  he  had  been  “ pitching  into  ” him  ; 
and  on  my  saying,  “That  is  interesting,  I want  to  know 
something  about  him,  pray  tell  us,”  he  coolly  said,  “ Ok 
I’ve  never  seen  him,  but  he  must  be  a humbug,  you  know.” 
I remember  once  hearing  a friend  of  mine  say,  and  with 
reference  to  me,  that  he  would  never  have  for  his  minister 
a believer  in  the  superstition  of  Spiritualism ; and  one  of 
my  London  publishers  threatened  to  throw  up  my  publica- 
tions if  they  went  further  in  that  direction.  But  we  all 
know  the  state  of  mind  of  the  average  British  man  in 
relation  to  this  subject.  Small  right  has  he  to  complain, 
“ Why  don’t  these  things  happen  all  along,  and  especially 
in  Fleet-street  and  the  Strand  ? ” The  kitchen  poker  might 
as  well  say  to  the  telescope,  “ And  why,  pray,  can’t  I see 
the  rings  of  Saturn  1 ” 
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About  this  time,  too,  a great  many  incidents  occurred 
in  my  own  home  which  at  last  almost  entirely  wore  away 
our  acute  interest  and  surprise.  The  sounds,  raps, 
or  signals  were  especially  abundant.  Sitting  one  even- 
ing, chatting  over  the  subject,  with  no  one  present 
but  myself,  my  wife,  and  a lady  visitor,  the  signalling 
went  on  at  such  a rate  and  with  such  vividness  that 
we  became  quite  merry  over  it ; and  then,  presently, 
■as  it  was  getting  late,  I said,  in  fun,  “Well,  you  had  better 
close  the  entertainment  with  ‘ God  Save  the  Queen.’  ” To 
our  surprise  the  tune  was  rapped  out  on  the  floor  in  firm, 
bold  strokes,  and  in  perfect  time.  The  sounds  came  from 
beneath  a couch  several  feet  from  the  places  where  we  were 
seated. 

One  night,  not  raps  but  blows  in  the  wall  awoke  us. 
The  spot  from  which  they  came  could  at  once  be  located. 
Beyond  the  wall  whence  the  sounds  came  was  a bath-room, 
into  which  I went  while  the  sounds  were  going  on,  but 
there  was  nothing  to  account  for  them.  It  was,  I think, 
about  two  o’clock  in  the  morning.  I put  questions,  which 
seemed  to  be  listened  to,  and  which  were  followed  by 
rapid  sounds,  but  no  reply  seemed  to  be  under  control  or 
intelligible,  and  I said,  “ I should  be  glad  if  you  would 
go.”  In  a very  short  time  the  sounds  ceased.  On  another 
occasion  the  sounds  came  on  the  floor  by  the  bedside,  but 
we  could  not  make  anything  of  them  ; in  fact,  we  did  not 
very  seriously  try.  They  were  no  novelty  then,  and  I 
wanted  to  go  to  sleep. 

These  signals  (or  “ raps  ”)  have  always  interested  me, 
and,  when  I have  had  the  opportunity,  I have  made  a study 
of  them,  and  nearly  always  in  full  daylight.  Giving  the 
“ medium  ” only  a moment’s  notice  of  what  I wanted,  the 
following  experiments  were  tried,  and,  in  every  case,  with 
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immediate  success.  Signals  were  asked  for  on  panels  of 
open  doors,  on  plate-glass  windows,  on  ornamental  vases, 
on  books,  on  tables  of  different  materials,  on  field  railings, 
on  earthen  substances,  once  on  the  very  bald  head  of  an 
extremely  good-natured  friend  who  said  he  felt  a series  of 
the  tiniest  possible  impacts.  In  all  the  other  cases,  I freely 
heard  the  signals,  and  every  one  appropriate  to  the  sub- 
stance, the  thud  of  wood,  the  fine  musical  ring  of  glass,  the 
dull  ring  of  china,  &c.  One  day,  in  order  to  exclude  the 
possibility  of  contact  between  the  object  and  the 
“ medium’s  ” hands,  I told  my  youngest  boy,  then  a mere 
child,  that  we  were  going  to  try  a new  game,  and  then, 
without  warning,  I suddenly  asked  the  “ medium  ” to  oblige 
me  with  an  experiment.  I supported  a book  by  its  ends  upon 
the  backs  of  two  chairs  and  laid  my  hands  upon  it.  I then 
asked  the  -child  to  put  its  hands  on  mine,  and  the  “ medium  ” 
to  put  her  hands  on  his.  This  being  done,  we  called  for  the 
signals  on  the  book,  and  got  as  many  answers  to  questions 
as  we  pleased,  to  the  child’s  delight  and  my  satisfaction. 

On  one  occasion,  in  broad  daylight,  and  in  my  drawing- 
room, we  induced  another  “ medium”  to  stand  on  a soft  chair 
slightly  away  from  the  door,  so  that  the  feet  and,  indeed, 
the  whole  form  could  be  seen.  The  “ medium’s  ” fingers 
were  then  (as  usual)  pointed  to  the  place  where  the 
signals  were  desired — in  this  case,  one  of  the  panels  of  the 
door.  The  sounds  came  freely,  and  such  sounds  as  could 
well  have  been  heard  in  the  next  room.  The  door  was 
open,  and  we  could  see  both  sides  of  it. 

What  is  the  good  of  having  senses  and  sense  if  such  ex- 
periments, again  and  again  repeated,  are  to  go  for  nothing  1 
I shall,  of  course,  be  told  that  these  and  the  other 
“ phenomena  ” which  impressed  me  were  clever  conjuring, 
and  that  we  were  tricked.  I do  not  think  so,  and  will  add 
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this, — that  I have  seen  most  of  the  “ exposures  ” by  con- 
jurers and  comedians,  and  have  only  been  more  surely 
forced  to  the  conclusion  that  what  I had  seen  was  real. 
In  my  own  house,  and  in  the  houses  of  serious-minded 
friends,  without  preparation  and  without  apparatus,  I 
have  seen  and  heard  things  far  more  astonishing  than  any- 
thing I ever  saw  at  the  “ exposures  ” : and  the  odd  thing 
is  that  I was  often  sharp  enough  to  see  the  modus  operandi 
of  the  tricks  of  the  professional  conjurors,  surrounded  by 
their  careful  preparations,  though  I could  not  see  the 
slightest  crevice  in  the  armour  of  the  simple  and  homely 
“ medium,”  standing  by  my  side  at  home.  The  truth  is 
that  the  “ exposures  ” did  as  much  as  anything  to  make 
me  a believer  in  the  things  exposed. 

XI. 

* A few  years  ago  I had  special  opportunities  given 
me  for  testing  two  well-known  “mediums,”  with  results 
that  went  far  to  deepen  my  conviction  that  the  off- 
hand explanation  of  “ trickery  ” did  not  at  all  cover 
the  facts.  In  a large,  sparely  - furnished  drawing- 
room, alone  with  the  “medium,”  and  in  full  daylight,  he 
sitting  before  me  in  full  view,  objects  were  lifted  and  music 
was  played  by  no  visible  agency,  and,  on  my  suddenly 
challenging  the  force  to  lift  me,  this  was  done  : my  chair  and 
myself  were  sharply  lifted  a slight  distance  from  the  ground. 
Writing  was  produced  upon  a slate  while  on  the  top  of  a large 
table.  Our  four  hands  being  placed  on  the  slate,  I dis- 
tinctly heard  the  scratching  of  the  pencil,  writing  line  after 
line  beneath,  and,  presently,  the  slate,  which  had  been 
cleaned  a few  minutes  before,  was  exposed  to  view,  covered 
with  writing.  To  guard  against  trickery  I purchased  a slate 
a few  days  after,  made  the  tiniest  possible  lead  pencil  mark 
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in  a minute  corner  of  it,  took  it  at  once  to  the  same  room 
without  warning,  unwrapped  it  at  the  table,  dropped  paper 
and  string  by  my  chair,  put  the  slate  on  the  table  with  a 
morsel  of  pencil  underneath,  and  awaited  results.  After  a 
short  experiment  or  two,  the  test  experiment  was  tried, 
and,  in  the  end,  my  slate  was  covered  with  writing  from 
top  to  bottom.  It  had  not  left  the  table  for  a second,  and 
my  eyes  were  never  taken  from  it.  The  slate  I still  have, 
and  the  minute  lead  pencil  mark  is  still  visible. 

I,  of  course,  know  that  trick  slate-writing  is  practised, 
and  have  read  careful  descriptions  of  how  it  is  done,  but  I 
have  never  seen  or  heard  any  explanation  which  seemed  to 
at  all  cover  my  experiences. 

The  second  of  the  two  “ mediums  ” I mentioned  had 
very  remarkable  gifts ; one  in  particular  made  a deep 
impression  upon  me.  Seated  partly  behind  a thin  curtain, 
in  full  light,  with  his  arms  bound  behind  him,  and  the 
lower  part  of  his  body  visible,  an  arm  would  appear  at 
intervals  and  write.  On  one  occasion  I was  invited  to  go 
behind  the  curtain  and  behind  the  “ medium  ” to  watch. 
The  light  shining  through,  I could  see  pei'fectly  well.  I saw 
the  arms  firmly  bound,  put  my  hands  upon  the  upper  part 
of  each  arm,  and  looked  down.  Presently,  I distinctly  saw 
something  like  a hand  and  arm  shivering  its  way  from  the 
“ medium’s  ” side.  It  went  before  the  curtain,  as  usual,  but 
was  speedily  withdrawn,  and  I saw  it  no  more. 

At  two  private  interviews  with  this  medium,  I witnessed 
some  pretty  and,  as  I then  thought,  very  helpful  experi- 
ments. Slate  writing  came  rather  freely.  Morsels  of  crayon 
of  various  colours  were  put  between  two  slates,  and  when  in 
position  for  writing,  and  in  full  view,  I was  asked  to  say  in 
what  order  of  colours  the  words  should  be  written.  I chose, 
for  instance,  first  word  blue,  the  next  two  words  red,  the 
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fourth  grey,  and  the  rest  yellow.  This,  or  whatever  it 
was  that  I selected,  was  done.  I was  asked  to  think  of  some 
friend  who  had  passed  away,  and  to  write  the  name  on  a 
piece  of  paper  and  roll  it  up.  This  I did,  quite  away  from 
the  “ medium  ” — say,  Miss  Hendon.  The  reply  was  written 
or  signalled  out,  “ Margaret  is  here.”  Now,  I have  a very 
old  shyness  with  regard  to  the  familiarity  of  calling  people 
by  their  Christian  names,  and  have  often  been  remonstrated 
with  about  it.  Miss  Hendon,  for  instance,  a very  old 
friend,  wished  me  to  call  her  Margaret,  but  I never  did. 
Was  I foolish  in  thinking  that  this  gracious  and  clever 
message  was  the  very  one  that  might  have  come  from  her  ? 
I had  even  then  persisted  in  calling  her  Miss  Hendon  ; but, 
with  a touch  of  the  old  remonstrance,  the  answer  came, 
“ Margaret  is  here,”  the  name  she  wanted  me  to  use ! 
“ Coincidence  % ” or  “ trick  ? ” The  “ medium  ” slightly  knew 
me,  but  I am  confident  he  did  not  see  me  write  Miss 
Hendon’s  name,  and  I think  he  could  not  have  known 
anything  about  her — a quiet  lady,  who  had  lived  and 
died  nearly  two  hundred  miles  away. 

About  this  time,  for  purposes  of  experiment,  a well- 
known,  but  not  paid,  “ medium  ” came  to  my  house  for  a 
few  weeks.  Nearly  all  the  experiments  occurred  in  the 
light.  Those  that  occurred  in  the  dark  were  at  my 
request,  for  special  experiments  of  my  own.  It  may 
suffice  to  give  a brief  account  of  one  of  these  experi- 
ments. Without  any  warning,  one  evening,  I went  into 
the  dining-room  and  said  to  the  “ medium,”  “ I should 
be  much  obliged  to  you  if  you  would  give  me  a seance 
in  my  study,  and,  as  I wish  the  experiment  to  be  under 
hard  test  conditions,  I should  like  you  to  come  now, 
and  alone.”  The  request  was  granted,  with  the  single 
remark,  “ And  I hope  you  will  apply  every  test  you  can 
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think  of.”  We  left  the  room  and  went  across  the  hall  to 
my  study.  I shut  and  locked  the  door,  and  placed  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  and  under  a gas  chandelier,  a small 
table  with  pencil  and  paper.  We  then  sat  down.  I placed 
my  two  feet  on  the  two  feet  of  the  “ medium,”  held  the 
“ medium’s  ” hands  for  an  instant  in  my  right  hand,  put 
out  the  light,  and  then  held  the  “ medium’s”  hands,  one  in 
each  of  mine.  Almost  immediately  the  sounds  came  and 
messages  were  signalled.  Yerv  soon  I heard  the  pencil 
moving,  and  in  a few  seconds  it  seemed  to  be  rapped  on  the 
floor.  I laughed,  and  said,  “You  are  soon  at  it,  and  are  very 
clever.  But  now,  if  you  can  take  the  pencil  to  the  floor, 
you  might  put  it  into  my  hand.”  The  message  was  at  once 
signalled,  “ Put  your  left  hand  on  your  knee  ” — that  being 
farthest  from  the  “ medium.”  I then  held  the  “ medium’s  n 
two  hands  with  my  right  hand,  and  put  my  left  hand  on 
my  left  knee.  In  a moment  the  pencil  gaily  tapped 
my  boot,  and  rapped  its  way  up  to  my  knee,  I dis- 
tinctly feeling  it.  Presently  it  reached  my  hand,  and 
began  to  play  with  it,  pretending  to  give  me  the  pencil 
and  then  snatching  it  away.  At  last  it  was  gently 
put  into  my  hand,  and  I laid  it  on  the  table.  Shortly 
afterwards  we  realised  the  object  of  darkness.  A rather 
oval  object  appeared,  strongly  luminous  in  itself,  but,  I 
think,  emitting  no  particular  light.  It  was  about  the  size 
of  an  average  ostrich  egg.  It  moved  about  rapidly,  and  all 
about  the  room,  so  that  I had  to  turn  my  head  to  see  it. 
Presently  it  came  to  the  table  and  struck  it  several  times. 
The  sound  was  sharp  and  strong.  Then,  rapidly  moving 
all  the  time,  it  struck  my  shoulder  and  brushed  about  my 
face.  Several  times  the  “medium”  quietly  remarked, 
“ Feel  my  feet  with  yours,  and  remember  you  are  holding 
my  hands.” 
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Many  other  things  of  a most  impressive  kind  occurred. 
At  last  it  was  signalled  ; “ Go  to  the  door.”  The  “ medium  ” 
still  being  held,  we  went,  and  both  stood  there  quietly. 
The  table  immediately  began  to  beat  against  the  floor  for 
several  seconds,  and  ended  by  something  like  a smash,  and 
then  silence.  I lit  the  gas.  The  table  was  there,  with  its 
top  on  the  floor  and  its  legs  in  the  air.  The  paper  which  I 
had  placed  upon  the  table  I picked  up,  and  found  that  it 
was  freely  written  upon,  with  signatures  at  the  foot.  We 
returned  to  the  dining-room,  and  were  questioned  as  to  the 
extraordinary  noises  that  had  been  heard  all  over  the  house. 
My  explanation  was  a very  simple  one.  We  had  been 
passive  and  observant : someone  who  was  unseen  had  been 
extremely  kind  ! 

These  experiences  occurred  during  my  residence  in 
Glasgow,  and  it  was  there  that  I heard  much  of  a 
“ medium  ” who,  it  was  said,  painted  as  well  in  darkness 
as  in  the  light,  and  in  whose  presence  small  paintings  were 
produced  even  without  the  intervention  of  his  hands  at 
all.  A friend  of  mine,  a shrewd,  level-headed  Scotchman, 
told  me  that  in  his  own  house  he  had  tested  this,  scores  of 
times.  I lived  a very  anxious  and  busy  life,  and  only 
tested  it  once — also  in  my  friend’s  house.  Many  very 
remarkable  things  occurred,  but  the  picture-painting  in- 
cident was  certainly  very  curious.  From  a blank  business 
card,  taken  from  the  pocket  of  a gentleman  present,  we  tore 
a small  portion  from  one  of  the  corners.  This  card  was  laid 
upon  the  table  with  paints  and  brushes,  we  joined  hands, 
and  the  lights  were  put  out.  In  a few  minutes,  a signal  was 
given  and,  on  lighting  up,  we  found  a little  oil  painting  on 
the  card.  With  one  finger  I tried  the  colour  and  found  it 
quite  soft  and  fresh.  The  piece  of  card  in  my  pocket 
exactly  fitted  the  vacant  space,  even  to  a letter,  part  of 
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which  was  on  the  card  and  part  on  the  fragment.  My 
friend  assured  me  that  he  had,  on  other  occasions,  taken 
from  his  pocket  specimens  of  paper  which  were  under 
consideration  in  connection  with  his  business,  and  that 
these  were  used  for  drawings,  (See.,  in  the  dark. 

XII. 

It  is  extremely  probable  that,  even  by  very  many  Spirit- 
ualists, all  this  will  be  regarded  as  old-fashioned,  crude,  and 
rather  “ derogatory,”  &c.  I do  not  see  it ; and,  for  my  own 
part,  do  not  despise  these  “ old-fashioned  and  crude  ” 
phenomena.  Anything  superior  would  miss  the  mark.  If 
I dream  an  enchanting  dream  I call  it  a dream,  and  it  is  no 
evidence  of  spirit-communion.  If  I have  a flow  of  fine 
thoughts  I think  I am  clever,  and  it  is  no  evidence  of 
spirit-inspiration.  What  can  these  unseen  beings  do  if  they 
want  to  prove  their  presence  ? I say  deliberately  that,  for 
myself,  I am  gross  and  earthly  enough  to  be  more  convinced 
by  a “ derogatory  ” manifestation  of  physical  phenomena 
than  by  the  sublimest  inflowing  of  spiritual  ideas.  Let  me 
be  clearly  understood.  In  itself  an  inspired  thought  is  a 
million  times  higher  in  grade  than  a dancing  table,  but  not 
as  evidence  of  some  one  standing  by.  In  my  present  gross 
and  earthly  condition  the  evidence  I want  for  that  must 
appeal  to  the  senses  and  not  to  the  soul. 

My  friend,  Mr.  Herbert  Burrows,  depreciating  these 
gross  experiences,  says: — “Man,  developed  and  evolu- 
tionised  as  he  might  be  if  he  chose,  is  the  force,  and  can 
come  face  to  face  with  the  knowledge,  not  by  degrading 
himself  to  the  level  of  a mediumistic  conduit-pipe,  but  by 
the  conscious  use  of  those  God-like  moral  and  spiritual 
powers  which  alone  can  make  him  the  true  master  of  him- 
self.” And  it  is  very  much  the  fashion  to  say  this  ; and. 
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certainly,  it  seems  almost  a shame  to  call  in  question  such 
a lofty-seeming  sentiment,  and,  in  a way,  such  a really  lofty 
sentiment ; but  I think  it  is  not  to  the  point.  What  is 
there  “ degrading  ” in  “ a mediumistic  conduit-pipe  ” ? 
Hundreds  of  things  happen  every  week  in  the  most 
important  laboratories  of  the  world  which  look  childish,  but 
the  really  great  man  sees  the  meaning  of  the  experiment, 
and  he  knows  it  is  really  a more  scientific  thing  to  watch 
the  behaviour  of  his  bits  of  metal  and  jets  of  gas  and  frag- 
ments of  film  than  to  strike  grand  attitudes  and  aspire  to 
be  in  himself  a noble  scientific  man.  Also,  it  must  always 
be  remembered  that  these  physical  manifestations  are  only 
the  body.  They  always  have  a soul;  as,  I think,  even  my 
poor  experiences  show. 

But,  after  all,  these  experiences  are  by  no  means  con- 
fined to  physical  manifestations,  as  I have  already  shown, 
or  as  the  following  delightful  little  incident  will  indicate  : — 
Several  years  after  the  practical  cessation  of  our  investiga- 
tions, I was  seated  in  my  room,  one  evening,  recovering 
from  a serious  illness,  when  I was  surprised  to  find  myself 

strongly  wishing  that , who  sat  by  the  table  sewing, 

would  take  paper  and  pencil  and  try  for  “ passive  writing.” 
I resisted  the  desire  for  some  time  for  several  reasons,  but 
at  last  it  was  too  strong  for  me,  and  I made  the  request, 

which  seemed  to  rather  distress , the  subject  having 

been  waived  for,  I think,  a few  years.  But  at  last  the 
attempt  was  made.  Immediately  the  pencil  was  applied  to 
the  paper  it  dashed  out  a line  of  scribble  and  was  then 
thrown  down.  “What  is  written  ?”  I asked.  “Nothing 
that  I can  make  out,”  was  the  reply,  and  the  paper  was 
handed  to  me.  I at  once,  greatly  to  my  surprise,  saw  the 
name  of  an  old  friend  who  had  “ passed  on  ” two  or  three 
years  before.  His  signature  was  a somewhat  quaint  one, 
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and,  though  in  a very  broken  way,  all  its  peculiarities 
were  there.  I had  not  been  thinking  of  him  at  all,  nor  had 

, who,  indeed,  as  I have  said,  could  not  at  first  even 

read  the  name.  Apparently  a trivial  thing — a mere  scrawl 
on  a scrap  of  paper.  But  I confess  that,  in  the  circum- 
stances, I see  no  way  in  which  my  friend  could  have  better 
offered  his  congratulations  or  good  wishes.  Many  a time 
since  then  have  I been  told  by  strangers  that  this  same 
friend  had  sent  messages  to  me  from  “ the  other  side,”  one 
in  particular  which  I neglected,  thereby  probably  making 
the  most  serious  error  in  my  life.  Not  that  I regret  this, 
really,  for  I still  hesitate  to  think  that  a message  from  the 
unseen  should  over-ride  one’s  own  judgment  at  the  time. 

XIII. 

Before  I close  these  experiences  it  may  perhaps  be  well 
to  add  that  dreams  have  occasionally,  in  my  life,  come  very 
near  to  suggesting  the  “borderland  between  sense  and 
soul.”  The  most  interesting  portions  of  the  very  suggestive 
conversations  I had  with  William  and  Mary  Howitt  turned 
upon  dreams.  They  gave  me  some  extraordinary  instances 
of  wonderful  “coincidences,”  one  of  which,  some  years 
after,  was  matched  in  my  own  experience,  when  I dreamed 
of  coming  incidents  and  communications  that  had  not  the 
slightest  relation  to  anything  then  known  to  me  or  imagin- 
able by  me.  But  on  several  occasions  I have  seen  in  sleep 
entirely  unexpected  things  which  came  to  pass.  The 
following  account  of  our  double  dream  is  perhaps  noteworthy 
for  other  reasons.  I take  it  from  a publication  issued  by 
the  Psychical  Bjesearch  Society,  in  which  it  appears  in  the 
form  of  a communication  to  one  of  the  secretaries : — 

September  15th,  1884. 

Last  week  I dreamt  of  a “ dead  ” friend,  and  of  this  friend 
doing  an  exceedingly  strange  thing.  It  impressed  me  very 
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much,  but  I said  not  a word  concerning  it  to  anyone.  Next 
morning,  at  breakfast,  my  wife  hastened  to  tell  me  that  she  had 
dreamt  a singular  dream  (a  very  unusual  thing  for  her  to  say 
anything  about),  and  then  she  staggered  me  by  telling  me  what 
she  had  dreamt.  It  was  the  very  thing  that  I had  dreamed. 
We  slept  in  different  rooms,  she  having  to  attend  to  a sick  child 
and  I not  being  very  well.  I do  not  care  to  tell  you  the  dream, 
but  the  special  action  in  both  dreams  was  something  extremely 
curious  and  monstrously  improbable.  My  wife  ended  her 
description  by  saying,  ‘ ‘ Then  she  tried  to  say  something  but  I 
could  not  make  it  out.”  I heard  and  remembered  what  was  said, 
and  that  was  the  only  difference  in  our  dreams.  We  had  not 
been  in  any  way  talking  about  our  “ dead  ” friend.  One  curious 
thing  about  it  was  that,  while  looking  at  the  appearance,  I knew 
perfectly  well  I was  lying  in  the  particular  bed  I was  in,  and  on 
the  left-hand  side,  with  my  head  towards  the  door.  When  I 
awoke  (as  soon  as  I had  heard  what  was  said)  I was  in  precisely 
that  position. 

XIV. 

This  is  but  a poor  gleaning  in  a tremendous  field,  and  I 
do  not  by  any  means  say  that,  standing  alone,  it  brings 
with  it  any  claim  to  belief.  Indeed,  if  my  experience  stood 
alone  I should  have  been  silent,  but  I add  my  testimony  to 
a vast  array  of  evidence  of  cumulative  value.  It  would  be 
easy  to  multiply  these  records ; but  too  much  has  already 
been  said  for  some,  and  others  will  not  need  as  much.  I 
and  the  millions  of  people  who  say  these  things,  and  confess 
to  these  experiences,  know  that  they  must  be  regarded  by 
many  as  the  sheerest  exhibitions  of  strange  delusion  or 
pitiable  folly.  Be  it  so,  but  I have  assisted  at  a hundred 
such  experiments  and  have  observed  and  reflected  for  nearly 
thirty  years,  and  can  only  say  that  I believe  there  is  no 
escape  from  the  tremendous  conclusion  that  just  beyond  the 
thin  hiding  veil  of  what  we  call  “ the  senses  ” there  is  a 
new  or  undiscovered  world,  where  all  the  subtile  forces  are, 


and  where  the  myriads  upon  myriads  of  God’s  children  who 
have  vanished  live  and  love  and  think  and  work.  What 
most  puzzles  me  is,  not  that  they  sometimes  signal  through 
the  veil,  but  that  they  do  not  signal  all  along.  We  cannot 
explain  it.  It  may  be  as  difficult  for  them  to  reach  us  as 
it  is  difficult  for  us  to  reach  them.  God  knows,  and  they 
know.  Let  us  be  patient  and  humble. 

“ Humble,”  I say,  as  those  who  know  how  little  they 
know,  and  who  ought  to  know  how  little  they  have  tried  to 
know.  It  does,  indeed,  seem  strange  that  denials  come  so 
readily,  and  that  contempt  comes  so  easily,  from  those  who 
have  never  really  inquired  and  tried.  For  my  own  part,  I 
think  personal  experience  is  necessary  for  belief;  but  if 
personal  experience  is  necessary  for  belief,  personal  investi- 
gation should  alone  warrant  denial. 

Need  I say  that  in  my  investigations  I have  fallen  in 
with  delusion,  and  even  fraud  ? Would  it  not  have  been 
surprising  if  I had  not?  The  subject  lends  itself  easily  to 
both.  So  does  the  Christian  religion — as  London  abun- 
dantly demonstrates  any  day.  Folly,  also,  and  repelling 
credulity  and  excitability  may  be  laid  at  more  doors  than 
at  the  poor  Spiritualists’.  I admit  it  all,  then — delusion, 
folly,  credulity,  excitability,  fraud  ; and  yet,  in  spite  of  ail, 
I am  what  I am.  “ What  is  the  chaff  to  the  wheat  ? saith 
the  Lord.” 

XY. 

I do  not  claim  to  have  demonstrated  my  main  proposi- 
tion— that  “ the  dead  are  not  dead,  but  alive  ” — but  I do 
hope  I have  said  enough  to  stop  contemptuous  denial, 
especially  when  it  is  remembered  that  my  testimony  is,  in 
effect,  only  the  testimony  of  millions.  The  facts  that  have 
come  home  to  me  are  facts  so  singular  and  yet,  apparently, 
so  simple,  and  certainly  so  far  removed  from  all  contact 
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with  impostors  or  fools,  that  I have  no  choice  but  to  yield. 
If  evidence  can  prove  anything,  this  is  proved — that,  in 
certain  circumstances,  unseen  somethings,  exhibiting  intelli- 
gence and  a command  of  forces,  are  able  to  indicate  their 
presence  and  prove  their  independence  of  material  condi- 
tions. What  or  who  these  unseen  forces  or  persons  are  we 
know  not.  That  many  things  which  are  done  as  by,  or 
given  as  from,  them  are  absurd,  childish,  and  altogether 
repugnant  to  even  an  ordinarily  refined  mind  I know,  and 
I do  not  wonder  that  many  who  have  got  a glimpse  of  these 
things  turn  away  bewildered,  sick  at  heart,  and  pitying. 
Nor  do  I wonder  that  others  believe  the  prosecution  of  the 
inquiry  will  only  lead  to  disorder  and  disappointment. 
But  is  it  not  possible  that  they  who  are  inquiring  in  this 
direction  are  only  groping  in  the  dark  amongst  preliminary 
dust  and  ashes  ; and  that,  presently,  they  will  clear  away 
these  and  come  to  the  palace  door?  I know  not.  I only 
say — Do  not  let  us  be  in  a hurry  to  condemn  those  who 
may  be  only  repeating  the  process  which  precedes  all  dis- 
covery, in  the  passing  out  of  darkness  into  light. 

But  it  is  not  all  disappointing,  puerile,  and  unworthy, 
as  some  of  the  brightest  and  purest  souls  can  testify,  who, 
nevertheless,  do  not  desire  to  unveil  to  the  world  the  most 
sacred  experiences  of  their  lives. 

For  myself,  I have,  for  many  years,  regretted  that  I could 
not  take  part  in  the  investigations  which  I know  are  being 
pursued  by  some  of  the  most  devoted  lovers  of  the  truth. 
I bid  them  God-speed,  and,  so  far  from  blaming  them  for 
bearing  with  trivialities  and  confusion,  I thank  them,  as  I 
think  every  lover  of  truth  ought  to  do.  If  nothing  comes 
of  their  investigations,  they  will  fare  no  worse  than  men 
of  science  have  fared  who  experiment  with  dust  and  ashes 
for  years  without  result.  But  if  they  can  only  succeed  in 
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firmly  establishing  the  fact  of  the  possibility  of  any  kind  of 
communion  with  the  unseen  world,  I do  not  think  they  will 
less  deserve  our  blessings  than  they  who  established  the 
fact  of  the  possibility  of  flashing  a communication  beneath 
the  Atlantic.  4 

I am  well  aware  of  the  feeling  that  exists  against  the 
whole  subject,  but  X know  nothing  of  closed  or  of  improper 
questions  ; I do  not  believe  we  know  everything  yet ; I call 
no  fact  “ common  or  unclean  ” ; I deem  nothing  “ childish  ” 
or  “ unworthy  ” which  may  lead  to  truth  ; and  I take  it  to 
be  the  sign  of  truest  wisdom  when  one  is  free  from  rash 
assumptions,  hasty  condemnations,  and  that  worst  of  all 
bigotries,  the  bigotry  of  an  uninformed  prejudice.  We  are 
here  in  this  world  to  seek  for  the  truth,  and  no  one  can  be 
a thorough  seeker  after  the  truth  who  is  unprepared  to  go 
all  the  way  with  the  thing  that  is,  whatever  it  may  be. 

XVI. 

The  present  explanation  of  those  who  admit  the  facts 
but  hesitate  as  to  their  “ spirit  ’’-origin,  is  that  our  own 
personality  and  powers  are  more  complex  and  extended  (if 
I may  so  put  it)  than  we  think,  judging  only  from  the 
limitations  of  the  physical  body  and  what  may  be  called 
the  physical  consciousness  ; and  it  is  held  to  be  proven  that 
we  have  a sub  or  sub-liminal  consciousness  whose  range  of 
action  is  not  only  different  but  deeper  and  wider  than 
we  (what  we  call  “ we  ”)  are  aware  of ; and  that  it  is  this 
larger  personality  which  is,  for  the  most  part  if  not  alto- 
gether, at  work  in  the  mysterious  sphere  of  trance,  hypnotic 
consciousness,  apparitions,  and  the  like.  It  may  be  so  ; but 
I find  it  difficult  to  understand  this  extreme  hesitation  as 
to  “ spirits  ” when  so  much  is  admitted  as  to  ourselves ; 
because,  what  is  admitted  sharply  marks  off  the  superb 
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spirit-personality  from  the  poor  physical  apparatus  we 
call  the  body ; and  it  is  perfectly  easy  to  imagine  this  fine 
spirit-personality  persisting  when  the  physical  apparatus 
has  served  its  limited  purpose  and  had  its  little  day ; and  if 
the  spirit-personality  does  persist  in  some  more  subtile 
sphere  of  being,  more  suited  to  its  own  subtile  selfhood, 
why  should  it  not,  under  conditions,  do  what  it  is  admitted 
it  now  does  even  when  garbed  in  this  “ muddy  vesture  of 
decay  ” ? 

Mrs.  Besant  takes  us  into  deeper  waters.  She  insists 
upon  it  that  phenomena,  such  as  I have  described,  are  pro- 
duced by  the  “ denizens  of  Kama  Loka,”  or,  in  plain 
English,  by  lingering  spirits  in  a low  earthly  plane.  I 
neither  deny  nor  affirm.  I have  no  theory.  I only  know 
that  if  what  I have  seen  and  heard  came  from  “ the 
denizens  of  Kama  Loka  ” some  of  them  must  be  very 
interesting  and  clever  people.  I think  none  of  us  know. 
Mrs.  Besant  says,  “ the  denizens  of  Kama  Loka  ” are  at 
the  bottom  of  it  all.  The  Pope  says  “ the  devil.”  Out- 
right Spiritualists  sing  and  pray  as  in  the  presence  of 
“ angels.”  I suspend  my  judgment,  with  a bias  in  favour  of 
being  civil  to  people  who  give  their  names. 

XVII. 

I close  with  a glance  at  two  questions  which  never  cease 
to  astonish  me — “ Is  it  right  to  attempt  to  unveil  what  God 
has  hidden  ? ” and  “ Cui  bono  ? ” 

As  to  the  first,  is  not  everything  hidden  until  mankind 
presses  on  to  the  discovery  ? “ Beyond  the  veil  ” does  not 

apply  to  the  future  life  alone  ; and  we  never  know  what  God 
intends  us  to  find  until  we  seek.  The  finding  will  demon- 
strate that  God  willed  us  to  find.  “ Seek  and  ye  shall  find  : 
knock  and  it  shall  be  opened  unto  you,”  is  written  every- 
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where  by  the  merciful  Father’s  hands,  and  His  method  of 
revelation  is  hidden  in  man’s  longing  to  know ; and  we  may 
be  sure  that  if  there  is  a path  of  communication  between 
the  unseen  and  the  seen  it  must  be  so  only  as  a part  of  the 
perfect  order  of  the  Universe. 

The  second  question,  “ Cui  bono  ? ” — what  is  the  good 
of  it? — is  a depressing  one.  We  might  as  well  have  asked 
that  concerning  the  trembling  of  the  needle  when  the  first 
ocean  cable  was  laid  ; nay,  but  in  this  case  the  wonder  is 
indescribably  more,  for,  in  relation  to  the  unseen,  it  is  not 
a new  world  we  are  speaking  to,  but  a new  world  we  are 
discovering.  Hitherto,  even  the  Christian  has  not  got 
much  beyond  “ I believe.”  Will  it  not  be  the  greatest  of 
all  victories  if  he  can  pass  on  to  “ I know  ” ? Paul  promised 
that  the  last  enemy  to  be  destroyed  would  be  death,  and  we 
are  now  verifying  his  promise.  Steadily  and  assuredly  we 
are  passing  on  to  the  discovery  that  death  is  not  destruction 
but  promotion,  not  defeat  but  advance,  and  that  it  is  an 
advantage  to  everyone  to  die.  Death  is  a Delusion,  because 
there  is  no  such  thing.  God  has  no  dead ; even  as  our 
brother  Jesus  said  : 

God  is  not  the  God  of  the  dead  but  of  the 
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